CHAPTEB VI

"ASTROPHEL  AND  STELLA"

AMONG Sidney's miscellaneous poems there is a lyric,
which has been supposed, not without reason, I think, to
express his feelings upon the event of Lady Penelope
Devereux's marriage to Lord Rich,

" Ring out your bells, let mourning shows be spread ;
For Love is dead:

All love is dead, infected
With plague of deep disdain:

Worth, as naught worth, rejected,
And faith fair scorn doth gain.

From so ungrateful fancy,

From such a female frenzy,

From them that use men thus,

Good Lord, deliver us!

" Weep, neighbours, weep; do you not hear it said
That Love is dead ?

His death-bed, peacock's folly ;
His winding-sheet is shame;

His will, false-seeming holy;
His sole executor, blame.

From so ungrateful fancy,

From such a female frenzy,

From them that use men thus,

Good Lord, deliver us !of assist-
